It is currently the 5th of June, 2022 and the time is 12:07 am. It's Sunday, which means 
the day of reckoning is approaching swiftly. It is currently day #18 of my Jon Arbuckle 
hyperfixation. 


| don't quite know how to start this entry. | really don't. The absurdities | have 
witnessed today are almost far too great to even properly articulate into words. Either 
all that Garfield Kart: Furious Racing gameplay full of me threatening to kill a fictional 
mouse has gotten me ina silly mood or | have finally lost it, because ladies, gentlemen 
and gentlefolk alike, | think | HAVE finally lost it. 


There's this movie, this damned movie that until earlier yesterday | had not seen for a 
decade at least. A movie that until now, | had not thought of for years. A movie that 


features a familiar orange striped cat and his loveable ""loser"" of a cartoonist that until 


now, | hadn't realised held so many terrifying horrors within it. 


This movie is known as "Garfield Gets Real", and | literally haven't seen it ever since | 
watched it that one time while eating pancakes with peanut butter on them when | was 


a small child. And boy is it fucking horrific. 


It's animated in CGI, which means it's animated in the same style as The Garfield Show, 
which also means that | yet again have witnessed the return of the really weird looking 
Jon that | wholeheartedly believe belongs in a fever dream. This... This entire movie is a 


fever dream, except it's real. It's very, very, terrifyingly real. 


When | rewatched it for the first time in years, | was pleasantly greeted with that fun 
and familiar scene of Garfield waking up and Jon energetically making breakfast and 
pulling off neat tricks like the absolute CHAD he is. It was nostalgic. It was nice. It was 
cool. Jon picked up Nermal and Arlene in his car and called them all "kids". Jon is just an 
absolute dilf-- | mean dad and | love that. But... something was off, and | could tell that 


from the way bubbles started floating out of Jon's exhaust pipe on his car. 


In the background, | saw a horrific keyboard looking instrument with... incredibly 
unfitting eyes. They were just hobbling down the street like an anguished, pained 
creatue begging for death, pleading for freedom with those haunted, wide eyes of 
theirs. | had to take a double take because there's no way | just fucking saw that ina 


GARFIELD movie. But it was real. So terrifyingly real. 


Then | witnessed a superhero who looks a little too close to Johnny Bravo for my liking 


almost get hanged by a telephone pole wire thing just being Jon said hello to him. Who 


is this man? Why is he here? Why does Jon just know this superhero guy flying around? 


And then Jon, Garfield, Odie, Arlene and Nermid drove to the comic place thing, and 
that's when | lost my fucking mind. 


| immediately got a punch of buried, horrifying nostalgia right when | made eye contact 
with that fucking trashcan. The one with the weird chapped purple lips and frog-like 
behaviour. They just sit there, watching, staring, judging silently until they get their next 


meal or line. Chilling stuff. 


The lunch lady and the rancid toxic waste she was creating next to her resonated a 
disgusting, weird familiarity with me as well, and | got hit with more nostalgic whiplash 
that | never knew | still possessed. The bear entertaining Jon and co. with his bizarre 
and oddly scary nose-blowing techniques was so familiar as well, | forgot what has 


happened yet | knew what he'd do next. 


But there's this one character, this singular fucking character that never fails to make 


me either scream in confusion or burst into laughter just by looking at her. 

Her name remains an enigma to me, as even though | just watched the first half of the 
movie yesterday, | completely forgot it as soon as it was said. And for that reason, she is 
only known to me as... 

... Sythe Lady. 

Why. The fuck. Does she look like that. 

Look at her. LOOK AT HER. What... What IS she?? She looks human, | think, what's with 
that nose?? Why is she so elongated?? Why are her eyes just... There??? Why does she 


LOOK like that???? 


Listen. Her husband Walter looks just fine. | love Walter, all my homies love Walter. But 
Sythe Lady... 


Something | really do not like about her is how her nose is just... It's flat. It's wobbly. 
Look at the image where she's in a side view and then look at the front view one. She's 
so scary. Her nose just wobbles around like a piece of paper, her hair looks less like hair 
and more like a mound of eggs nested around her weird sythe head... | think it's a head... 
Where does her brain go..? Is it nested in the eggs?? Is her hair her brain??? Why does 


she look like she eats through her nose!?!? Why the fuck is her nose so thin and papery 


.. 50 | might have gone insane every time this woman was on screen. If | see this lady in 
my nightmares, please pray for me. Pray for Jon. | can't let her get to him in my brain, 
she cannot pass through the comic world to my subconscious, please. She's so scary 
what the fuck 


This entry was quite different and | (unfortunately) didn't talk about Jon as much, but | 
just... | HAD to get this off my chest. 


Last edited at 12:51 am. I'm gonna pass out wish me luck Jon 


